NEW YORK

Virtue Was Vot Rewarded.

“Women are gueer creaturss and mighty hard to
understand,’ said the man with the heavy mus-
tache The others held similar opinions, and no
one obiected to the gtatement.

wThere Is mo Dpleasing them,” he continued.
“Now, my wife 8 a woman, Just a plain, com-
mon sort of a Womar. She objects to hibulous
habits, and If she smells llguor on my breath,
which she does frequently, she declares'l am &
arunkard and urges me to take the gold cure, All
the same 1 drink occasionally, although I drend
the rumpus that I know will follow the indul-
gence. So I have hit on the plan of ﬁ_-m: of comn-
fining my libations o pnch times as 1'have com-
mitted some other act for which my wife Is prone
to create & disturbance. I am thus abla to kil two
birds with one stone, 8o to speak.”

“Dpesn't she allow yousany tatitude whatever?"
inguired a listener. . A

“None at all” was the reply. "She wants ma io
e sweet as new-mown grass all the time. Well,
the other night 1 was downtown late, having a
qulet Hittle game. I had resolved to please my
. wwife, and s I did not take a drink. There was
plenty to be had, and the other fellows had It, but
I réfrained from indulging. although (t required a
great exertion of my will. I went home tolerably
early, for 1 could not bear to sit avound while
the other fellows were drinking and mot join in.
1 reached home feeling justly proud and virtuous.
My wife met me at the door, and, under pretext
of kissing me, she smalled my breath, Would you
helieve it} she was so0 mad she dld not speak to
me for two days.”

“Thought you had been drinking, eh?"

“No; that was not the trouble. She gan trust
her noge all right, and she knew I was sober ax
a judge. That's what made her mud. She had
prepured a beautiful lecture she was going to
give me, and when T went home sober thers wis
no opportunity teo spring it. Mad? Well, T guess
so. What'll ye have?"

NOT USED TO IT.

MANAGER—What is Antico, the comedian,
so mad about?

STAGE MANAGHR—He says the audience
laughed at him,
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“You would never think Miss Bell was from the
fay Weat,”

*Why not?"

“She's b wall read and so punctillous abhout her
pronunciation.

"She just told me her favorite bopk was Cer-
vantes's "Don Covote.""

IT DEPENDED. .

TORCHLIGHT—Do you think the bicyele is an immoral factor?
SCORCHLEIGH—What makes?

“Where do you kail from?' asked the lecicle.
“"From the clouds,’ replled the truthfol hall-
stone.

T P R R

she saw that her lamp

Unconsciously Scrching.

““Hold on, there!" yelled the policeman.

The girl wheeled her bicycle around sharply and
came to a stand-still.

“What is the matter?” she asked,

“You were scorching,” said the officer, shortly.

“How dare you” the fair wheelwoman fasghed
back. “Don't you suppose I know how fast 1 was
going? I think it is a great shame that any one
should be allowed to stop and
Ingult people in this way, even
If he Is a policeman. I wont
put up with it. 1 shall take
your number and your name

The Discovery of a Genius.

It was the edlior's bisy day, but the sign over
his desk which proclaimed this fact to the obtru-
sive world, stayeid not the onslaught of Mr. Regl-
nald de Hotpen, the most profoundly reallstic
word-painter In the whole Cafe Smartin School of
Literaturs, Boldly he advatiesd where “sngels”
of & lesser degrae of effulgent glory '“fearsd to
tread,” and prociaimed himself in stentorian
tones, touching with the tips of his thin, artistie
fingere the spet on his heaving bosom where, In
the language of the poet, “{he heart pantsth to
be free "

"Rehold, sirl" he orled, drawing a manuscglipt

will gee I this
sort of thing
can be done
with impuni-
;s

"I tell you,
I will not
stand it she
went on,
stamping her
foot with
roge. I was
pedalling less
than six miles
an hour 1
know 1 was.
And yet you
necuse me of
scorching!
Why' '—

Just then a

1 * Solved at ldst!

and address from the
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Board of pvercoat, red-
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whatever It Is; ola  Bimpson's
and then we
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ETeatest novel
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is more thein-
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enNE, more in-

¢isl¥e and' re-
pPlete with

Characwer

Aban Dick-
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“Phe Crist of

County Mar-
1o," with more
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T shall I shall fly

a pecullat odor made her look
down at her bloomers, &nd

laughing-gas, with the pathos of a raw onfon. It
will the grandest hit of the times,"

hadflared up too high and
got red hot.

A Wisg Precaution,

LOTHARIO (with feel-
ing) — Dearest, do you
think that your father
will look with faver upon

my suit?
MADGE (eyveing him
critically) — Yes; but to

make gure you had bettér
shaks your “uncle’s” cam-
phor balls out of the pock-
els,

How to Tell
"There has been another
great batile in Cuba," said
Mrs. Dimiing, who had the

newspaper.
“Who won, the Span-
jards or the Cubans?"

asked Mr. Plmling.

“The caption” doesn’t
say, mnd T haven't read
the article yet."

2 And he flew.

The editor drew a deep
slgh, “What's ‘the title,
sir?”

“It iscalled "Home from
Seachore and Mountains;
or, What Happened When
she Found ““Whsre Ie
VasAt" During Her Long
a 1sence. Tustrated from
pholographs of the au-
thor's' own wounds: slso
of the Wine cellar after
the ovelort® and ncluding
the deadly porirsits of the
typewriters In o Ueston
taken by Shorty~ the
Champeen Tintypis,, ©f
Coney’'s Isle.”

The editor snorted lice
a wiur-horse at the smell
of gunpowder, fell upon
the author's neck and
wept for Joy. “At last!”
he ceried, "1 have found
the great American nov-
el!” And forthwith he or-
dered them sach a psafet|-

*ywell, whera did the report come from, Havana

or Key West?”
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“IS YER MAMMIE ALWAYS WITH YE¢*

da-Tizz, with & dash of es-
sence of snake ofl bark to glve it the bracer
tone. .

Hard Hit.
OLT} JIMLETS—Dearest, before we Were mar-
ried you used to falrly dote on me.
MRE. JIMLETS (sourly)—Yes; but youn have
glven me the antidote too often since, my dear!

Playin® a Part.

SHE—You loocked like a fool when you pro-
posed to me."

HE—That wad on . purpose. I wanted to be
cented.
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